Siam
throned on high in our nights of France, seems
to have slipped down the sky; it has almost
disappeared below the horizon; while, on the
opposite side, I see shining, very significantly,
the Southern Cross.
It is at first a delicious sensation to recline
thus, half-naked, confident of the equable and
caressing warmth of an atmosphere which never
at any time grows chill, in which one knows
that there will never rise a breeze that is not
gentle. But the moments of well-being in
these regions are numbered; around us a slight
humming sound, faint to begin with, swells
minute by minute, and becomes general: the
mosquitoes are assembling, having scented from
a distance the unwonted odour of flesh. And
already, too, the linen with which I am
clothed begins to soften and grow damp. The
eternal moisture of these regions, which had
made truce for an hour or two, reappears now
in the form of dew. We are powdered, as it
were, with tiny drops of water, and it behoves
us to seek shelter at the foot of the temple,
in the village of the chanting monks, beneath
the hangar of the pilgrims.
It is under this hangar, protected by its little
altar to Buddha, that I prepare at last to
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